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chair with cushions on it, evidently brought in for the winter
from the garden.
As soon as the door was shut behind them Mrs, Quirm laid
her hand on Dud's arm just in the same way—and it brought
back the whole incident to his mind—as she had done on All
Souls' Day when they stood together between the two Glymes
houses. There was the very door behind which they had stood
that afternoon! He had not noticed this small hallway then.
It seemed to him they plunged straight into Thuella's living-
room.
His "cemetery-woman" was evidently thinking hard now,
as she paused with her hand on him.
"One minute !" she whispered and quickly opening the door
of the kitchen she held it ajar while she peeped in.
Dud had not heard a sound from the kitchen, and it gave
him a curious shock now to hear a man's voice.
"In a minute, Nance!" the voice said. "Tell him I'll be in in
a minute. He needn't get fussy—I'm not eating her. I'm having
my tea."
Then came Thuella's voice: "Come in, Nancy dear	
Don't stand there like that—come in!'*
"All right," he heard Mrs. Quirm reply, "but I'm going to
flirt with Mr. No-man for a bit first, out here! Dad wants to
talk to Jenny. Miss Ravelston's entertaining Mr. Cask. It got so
hot in there, 'Thel!' We'll be with you in a minute." She shut
the door and came back to him, making a grimace like a grown
person returning to another grown person from a children's
game. They sat down side by side on the big garden seat, and
Dud lit a cigarette. "No, no!" she said gravely. "I want to talk
—I want to tell you so many things, and hear so many things.
We're old friends, you know!"
Dud stretched out his long legs.
But his companion laid her hand upon his knee. It was a
fleeting movement, not more than a touch, and she withdrew
it in a second, but in connection with the same gesture made in
their first encounter it had its effect on him. It did enter No-
man's head to wonder once or twice whether Mrs. Quirm
might not be attracted to him for exactly the same reason she'd
been attracted to Enoch Quirm twenty years ago, namely, that
there was "so much about him she couldn't understand."
But it was of Enoch, or rather of Uryen, for she always

